A WELCOME HOME

stick on as the horses jumped perfectly and en-
joyed it quite as much as we did. The first four or
five fences that I went over I should be ashamed
to say how far I bounced out of the saddle, but
after a while I began to get into my seat again.
It has been a good many years since I have
jumped a fence.

Mother stopped off at Albany while sister went
on to Boston, and I came on here alone Tuesday
afternoon. St. Gaudens, the sculptor, and Dunne
(Mr. Dooley) were on the train and took lunch
with us. It was great fun meeting them and I
liked them both. Kermit met me in high feather,
although I did not reach the house until ten
o'clock, and he sat by me and we exchanged anec-
dotes while I took my supper. Ethel had put an
alarm clock under her head so as to be sure and
wake up, but although it went off she continued
to slumber profoundly, as did Quentin. Archie
waked up sufficiently to tell me that he had
found another turtle just as small as the already
existing treasure of the same kind. This morn-
ing Quentin and Black Jack have neither of them